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downe Road. She is certainly a woman of
great learning and character. A London wit
once described her as the low comedian of
the world to come. This unkind phrase, any-
thing but an accurate account of this strange
woman, had this much truth, that she can al-
ways enjoy a joke even against herself. The
other day she was returning from Jersey,
whither she had gone for her health. A young
man from Birmingham began talking to her.
"They are a rum lot, them theosophists," he
said. "Yes, a rum lot," she replied. "And
that rum old woman at the head of them," he
went on. "That rum old woman, H. P. Bla-
vatsky, has now the honor of speaking to
you." "Ah! I do not mean that old woman,"
he stammered out, " but another old woman."
Apropos of the fairies, a friend brings me a
strange story from Donegal. It has nearly
made him a believer in the actual existence of
the creatures, like Colonel Olcott, whom An
drew Lang called the other day "the Fairies'
Friend." He was poking about in a rath at
the foot of Slieve League, in Donegal, and
seeing a large hole, asked what made it. "That
is where the three O'Byrnes dig for treasure,"
a countryman told him. Presently a shoeless
man, with ragged hair and ragged clothes,
came up and began working at the hole with